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Of upstart knaves grown rich and fools grown great.
No more that abject wretch disturbs my rest.
Who meanly overlooks a friend distrest.                    90
Purblind to poverty the Worldling goes,
And scarce sees rags an inch beyond his nose;
But from a crowd can single out his grace
And cringe and creep to fools who strut in lace.
WHETHER those classic regions are survey'd          95
Where we in earliest youth together stray'd,
Where hand in hand we trod the flow'ry shore,
Tho' now thy happier genius runs before,
When we conspir'd a thankless wretch to raise,
And taught a stump to shoot with pilfer* d praise,      100
Who once for Retfrend merit5 famous grown,
Gratefully strove to kick his MAKER down;
Or if more gen'ral arguments engage,
The court or camp, the pulpit, bar or stage;
If half-bred surgeons, whom men doctors call,6        105
And lawyers, who were never bred at all,
Those mighty-letter'd monsters of the earth,
Our pity move, or exercise our mirth,
Or if in tittle-tattle tooth-pick way,
Our rambling thoughts with easy freedom stray;      110
A gainer still thy friend himself must find,
His grief suspended, and improved his mind.
WHILST peaceful slumbers bless the homely bed,
Where virtue, self-approv'd, reclines her head;
Whilst vice beneath imagin'd horrors mourns,         115
And conscience plants the villain's couch with thorns;
Impatient of restraint, the active mind,
No more by servile prejudice confined,